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WHERE'S AGNES?

i.

NAY, if I had come back so,
And found her dead in her grave,

And if a friend I know

Had said, " Be strong, nor rave:

She lies there, dead below:

ii.
" I saw her, I who speak,

White, stiff, the face one blank:
The blue shade came to her cheek

Before they nailed the plank,
For she had been dead a week."

in.

Why, if he had spoken so,

I might have believed the thing,

Although her look, although
Her step, laugh, voice's ring

Lived in me still as they do.